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left hand held on to the paper image of his< family; and the right
hand was purposefully remaining round the prostitute's heavy,
shapeless breast. I went home.
Sunday was the great day. From early in the morning the Germans
were streaming up to the Butte. They came in numberless cars;
many had Belgian, French and Dutch numbers. Once my heart
stood still with a cold sickly feeling: 1 saw a lorry, an Iinglish army
lorry, full of men of the Luftwaffe. But that day there was more in
store for my heart. Many of the cars sported British helmets on
their bonnets. As the Red Indians of Fen ii no re Cooper wore
scalps of their killed enemies, so did the soldiers ol the Kulturvolk
dress up the bonnets of their cars with English helmets. 1 thought o
the calm assurance with which the English soldier wore thaf
helmet in the five corners of the world: it stood for power as natura
and as part of my life as the sun or the sea: and now if was a sign
of defeat, nay, of ridicule, almost pity; no, 1 didn't know where I
was.
"You'd never have believed this, would you?" Paul said. At the
next table outside the Mere Catherine a German officer was smoking
Woodbines. For weeks and weeks you smelt Virginia tobacco
wherever Germans went.
Hordes of cars were coming and the planes were Hying low and
making a terrific racket. There was a plane every live minutes.
They flew lower than the towers of the Sacre-Coeur. [ suppose all
that display was to frighten the downhearted. It told on your nerves.
And the cars and motor-cycles! They never slopped. Then another
plane, then a 'bus load of S.S. men followed by an armoured ear
coming for a Sunday meal. In Vienna and Prague, so we- were told
at the time, many people committed suicide after the Germans had
put in an appearance, for the simple reason that their nerves couldn't
stand it. (In Paris, the great surgeon, do Martell, had killed himself
on the eve of the Germans' entry into Paris, but he died, so his letter
said, as a protest of French pride.) I understand those people, but I
must admit that as a display of power it was immense, 1 ruefully
commented that day that if my head were opened a German plane
would fly out of it,
A long Horch stopped and a high officer of the Luftwaffe alighted.
He went into the Mere Catherine and called the head serveuse aside,
He ordered a dinner for fifty officers; money didn't matter and he
wanted with the dinner excellent wines and fifty ladies. The
serveuse was surprised aud said they didn't cater in ladies. The officer
thought she was joking and it took the serveuse some time to explain